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Would ragged-robin fail to make
her universal red mistake ?

And if the smallest flower or weed
demands her bright specific need,
and tosses death behind her stem,
are we too proud to learn from them ?

Are we afraid to tell the sage

(who warns us) that the heritage

of certain death, which does not fret

the uncourageous violet3                            10

we shall accept, and being heirs
to his disorderly affairs,
will teach him that a gentleman
will spend his credit while he can?

HUMBERT WOLFE

THE ISLAND

(From "The Land")

SHE walks among the loveliness she made.
Between the apple-blossom and the water-
She walks among the patterned pied brocade,
Each flower her son, and every tree her daughter.
This is an island all with flowers inlaid,
A square of grassy pavement tessellated ;             20

Flowers in their order blowing as she bade,
And in their company by her created.
The waving grasses freckle sun with shade,
The wind-blown waters round the kingcups ripple,
Colour on colour chequered and arrayed,
Shadow on light in variable stipple.
Her regiments at her command parade,
Foot-soldier primrose in his rank comes trooping,
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